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they \vere hunting a needle in a haystack, that if they went on
instead of back we should have no sleds to return on, for already
the sleds had been battered and damaged by this terrain. (This
last was so true that I had to sling my two cameras round my
neck, front and back, for safety.) As well plead with the wind.
It was a long time before they came down from their perch
muttering to one another, and we continued a trail on which I
felt we were dwarfs in an African veld, until, night beginning to
fall, they decided to turn back.
That journey homeward in darkness was an unrelieved
agony. I was cold; I was freezing; not only in the flesh, but rny
soul was frozen. As I sat on the swaying and creaking sled the
cold became an obsession, almost an hallucination, and soon I
was in a delirium of cold. I was haunted by a single image:
before me was a wall, immense and blank, like a wall in a film.
I was walking along that wall and looking for a door into it
which I could not find. It was The Wall of Cold. If I could
collect my thoughts, and remember the Open Sesame! I should
be saved, for beyond that wall was warmth.
My brain had shrunk to the dimensions of a dried raisin.
Stubbornly, painfully, almost maliciously, it clung to a single
thought, made room for no other image: CI am cold!5 I was not
cold as people Outside are cold. I was not shivering. I was in
the cold, dipped into a trough where the temperature was thirty
degrees below zero and where I turned and rolled over and over
in search of a non-existent issue. And from time to time I would
shake with anger: slf it is written that I shall see a fire again, I
shall warm myself, / shall warm myself? The four words filled
my mind; I whispered and muttered them again and again,
Hke an oath of vengeance. 'It's no good arguing with me/ I
mumbled. el won't listen to anyone: I shall warm myself, warm
myself with fury. I shall put my legs into the flames, and if they
sizzle I shall not draw them out. That will teach them!'
On we went. I had become something other than a human
body. I was a lump, a thing shrivelled up and inert. The sled
bumped and quivered, and in my mind there was no question
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